CONSUMMATION

W HEN SAM DEKKER REACHED WHITELAKE COTTAGE THAT DAY
it was nearly four o'clock. He had remained standing motion-
less once or twice during "his rapid walk;-standing in that fixed
position and in that same abstracted trance into which it is re-
corded that the philosophic Socrates fell at certain crises in his
life; and he had no idea how long these moments of abstraction
had lasted. Once at the place, however, he knocked resolutely at
the door. There was a sound inside which made him think that
the young mistress of the house was upstairs, cleaning the floor;
and when the girl came running down to let him in, this suppo-
sition proved the correct one, for she was garbed in a long,
green linen over-all, covering the whole of her dress.
"Sam . . . oh, Sam!" She was in his arms in a moment; and
for a brief space of time their simple, unadulterated craving for
each other's presence, satisfied now so deeply, drowned every
other consideration. "Sit down, Sam: oh my dear, oh my dear!"
And she pulled, with violent tugs, at her linen over-all till she
had got it over her head. She tossed the thing down on the sofa
first; and then, to make room for them to sit side by side on that
piece of furniture, she quickly folded up the garment and flung
it across the back of a chair.
They sat side by side, now, his hand clasping hers; too happy,
simply to be together, to do anything but drink up each other's
identity. "I thought this morning," she murmured, uSam may
come today! But I never thought you really would."
"Oh, Nelly, my little, little Nelly!" He lifted up his hands
and pushing back her hair from her forehead drew her face
towards him. The girFs lips parted under his passionate kiss;
and when he let her go her head dropped forward like a flower
whose stem has been broken. Not a flicker, not a ripple of
shame, not a shadow of the least awareness of any change in
his recent mood swept across his consciousness when he kissed
Nell Zoyland like that!
It must be remembered that Sam's idea of what it meant to